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ever; when he realized my intense interest in the
country, he sent a native boy over to his quarters, and
I was presented with a copy of the best guide-book to
Palestine, written by Meistermann, a Franciscan Friar,
and mighty useful I found it.
After my passport had been inspected and I had
received official permission to reside for three months
in the Holy Land, I climbed back into my seat again,
and in a few minutes we were off. I sat with my
Meistermann on my knee, prepared to enjoy my-
self.
"We'll keep fairly high, Mr. Harding/' said the
pilot. " There is no real danger, but you can never
tell if some Arab sportsman in the hills is feeling
festive enough to try a pot-shot. I guess they can't
tell the difference between this and an R.A.F. machine."
An uncomfortable thought. The thin floor of the
air-liner was not exactly bullet-proof. I surely had
arrived in the Holy Land!
He grinned as he caught my look. " Don't worry,"
he said. " It's a million to one against our being hit,
and, in any case, it's a hundred-to-six against anyone
firing at us.'*
From over five thousand feet I received a clear
impression of what the Jews were doing in Palestine
towards rebuilding their National Home. Th,e con-
trast between the green areas of their farming, and
the rest of the land about was only too obvious. A
large city lay a few miles away on the left, and my
map told me that it was the twin-towns of Jaffa and
Tel Aviv, the latter the Jewish capital.
A broad band of cultivation and of clean,  white